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THE RETURN OF HUERTA.
The United States government has

frustrated another Mexican plot, this
time within United States territory.
General Victoriano Huerta was ar- |

LOVE INSURANCE

By Ear! Derr Biggers
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(Continued from yesterday's issue) |
However, it was not his appearance
that excited comment and caused Miss
Meyrick to pale. Hung over his shoul-

rested vesterday on his way to the [ders was u pair of sandwich boards
Mexican border, charged with violat- | Such as the outcasts of a great city

ing the neutrality laws of the United

Stutes, Several of his associates wers |
|

alsp placed under arrest. It is be-
lieved the new conspiracy had the fi-
nancial backing of some prominent
American interests,

As soon as General Huerta left i
Long Island home and started west,
the Villa government in Mexico began
o preépare to receive him as an ene-
my. They feared his advent as the
Wilson

has been wailting for. |

“iron man” whom President

The Department of Justice has al- |
ready obtained much evidence point-
ing to American support of the Huerta
plot. It is expected that the Texas |
grand jury. which has just been callesd,
will indict several of these trouble-
makers whose sole object is finanecial

gain.

Just as a matter of information we
should like to know what has become
of the King of Albania. He has not
had his name or picture in the paper |
for at least three months. When Italy l,
and Austrin ceased to supply his dy-
nasty with money he graciously ah- |
dicated the thrown, Then he sank iul._ni

obscurity. Most persons are willing |

|
absolute zero in titles. |

to admit that he possessed almost the

“The

taken Etaion Fghprz

Austro-German forces have
Zmmb,” a dis- |
pateh in one of the city papers sayvs,
We have been wnable to  ascertain
whether this is really a Russian name
or whether the linotype man was just

finishing out a “pied” line.

General Villa is said to be awaiting
with an army of 3,000 soldiers, the
developments of the latest attempt at

a new revolution in Mexico. The sup- !

ply
to be as inexhaustible as new men for

of Mexican revolutionists seems |

the German army.

A recent Petrograd dispateh savas

the Czar has gone to the front. If the |

Russians continue retreating ar th-

present rate he won't have far to go. |
PUTTING IT UP TO TEACHER |

Young Woman Student Wounld Like to |
Have Her Name Uhanged.

It was a hot noon. The summer |
students were tired out from wrest- |
ling with “heredity.” “causes of the
war,” “high school problenls™ and
similar weighty matters that had oc- |
cupied their minds since 8 o'clock.

Evidently the instructor was tired,
100. At any rate he didn’t begin in-

structing at once but proposed reviv- | the most reliable authority.”

ing the drooping class by assigning |
seats in alphabetical order.

“Are there any objectionz to the
plan?” he asked after explaining the
merits of the system,

“Y-yes, gir,” sputtered a pretty girl
near his desk. “My name always
comes at the very last and | don’t like
It. 1—1 want it changed.”

The class gasped. Then a titter
began tc ripple round the room. Bul
the instructor rose manfully to the oe-
casion.

“The request meets with my hearty |
approval,” he began gallantly, “but— '
er—ah—circumstances unfortunately |
—&r—prevent—"

Then the class roared.

NOTES OF THE CHURCHES.
The holy hour special service at
the Catholie Church will be held at
7:30 o'clock next Thursday evening. |

The Children of Mary will have a
social on the lawn of the Catholie
Church Monday evening.

The Senior Ladies Aid Society of the
Christian Church will meet at 2:30
o'clock Thursday afternoon.

T. J. Golightly will talk on “Chris-
tian Patriotism and Our Schools™ at
the meeting of the Bible class for
University students at the Christian
Church next Sunday.

The adult missionary society of the
Wethodist Church meets the first Fri-
day of each month: the young people’s
the second Monday, and the junior,
the last Saturday of each month. I

The Ladies Aid Society of the First
Baptist Church will have an all-day
meeting Friday.

Miss Eulalie Pape hasg been elected
a delegate to the National B. Y. P. U
convention at Qakland, Cal.
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carry up and down the streets. And
on the front board, turned full toward
Miss Meyrick's dinner party, was
printed in bold black letters:
|

AM

THE

REAL

LORD I

HARROWRY

With a little gasp and a murmur
apology, Miss Meyrick turned quickly
and entered the elevator. Lord Har-
rowby stood |ike a man of stone, gaz-
ing at the sandwich boards.

It was at this point that the hotel |
detective sulficiently recovered him-
self to lay eager hands on the audaci- |
ous sandwich man and propel him vi-
olently from the scene.

In the background Mr. Minot per-
ceived Henry Trimmer, puffing ex-!
citedly on a big Dblack cigar, a
trinmphant look on his face.

Mr. Trimmer's bomb was thrown.

CHAPTER VI
Ten Minutes of Agony

“All | ask. Mister Harrowby, is|
that you consent to a shorp interview |
with vour brother.”

Mr. Trimmer was speaking. The
time was noon of the following day, |
and Trimmer faced Lord Harrowby |
in the sitting-room of his lordship’s
hote] suite, Also present—at Har- |
rowby’s invitation—were Martin Wall |
and Mr. Minot. '

His lordship turned his gray eyes
on Trimmer's eager face. He could
make those eves fishy when he liked
—he made them so now.

“He i3 not my brother,” he said
coldly, “and 1 shall not see him. May
I ask you not to call me Mr. Harrow-
by "

“You may ask till you're red in your
noble face,” replied Trimmer, firm in
his disrespect. “But 1 shall go on
calling you “Mister’ just the same. 1
call you that because [ know the
facts. Just as [ call your poor cheat- |
ed brother, who was in this hotel last |
night between sandwich boards, lLord
Harrowby.”

“Heally,” said his lordship.

“1 see

| no occasion for prolonging this inter-

Hew.”
Mr. Trimmer leaned forward. He
was a4 big man, but his face was In-

|mngruouslr thin—almost ax-like. The

very best sort of face to thrust in any-
where—and Trimmer was the verv
man to do the thrusting without bat-
ting an eye.

“Do you deny,” he demanded with
the air of a prosecutor, “that you hadi
an older brother by the name of
George?'

“1 certainly do not,” answered Lord
Harrowby. George ran off to America
some twenty-two vears ago. He diel
in a mining camp in Arizona twelve

vears back. There is no question

whatever about that.t We had it on

“A lot of lies,” said Trimmer, “can
be had on good authority. This situ-
ation illustrates that. Do you think,
Mr. Harrowby, that I'd be wasting my
time on this proposition if 1 wasn't
dead sure of my facts. Why, poor old
(George has the evidence in his poses-
sion. Incontrovertible proofs. It
wouldn’t hurt you to see him and look

over what he has to offer.”

“Your lordship,”” Minot suggested,

“you know that I am your friend and

that my great desire is to see you hap-
pily married next week. In order that
nothing may happen to prevent, |
think rou ought to see—"

“This impostor,” cut in his lordship
haughtily. “No, | can not. This is
not the firsy time adverturers have
questioned the Harrowby title. The
dignity of our family demands that |
refuse to take any notice whatsoever.”

“Go on.” sneered Trimmer. “Hide
behind your dignity. When 1 get
through with you you won't have

enough left to conceal your stick-pin.’

“Trimmer,” sal? Martin Wall, |
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(comes into his own.

| Minot began.

(our talk with Mr. Trimmer."

| “Except for one
| friend here, when he urges you to

| put this wedding through.”

speaking for the first time, “how much
money do you want?”

Mr, Trimmer kept his temper ad-
mirably.

his: the brown of Miss Meyrick's | Mr. Wall, in a voice of sorrow.
eyes, the sincerity of Mr. Trimmer's | “See—"
voice when he spoke of his proposi-| PFrom outside ecame the shrill

Phone 55 to bhave the Missoust

delivered to you.

| tlon, the fishy look of Lord Harrowby
| refusing to meet his long lost brother
| Things grew hazy. Mr. Minot slept.
On leaving Lord Harrowby's rooms,
| Mr. Martin Wall did not immediately |
set out for the Lileth, on which he!

scream of a child, interrupting. The
tall man turned quickly to the win-
| dow.

“My God—" he moaned.

PHYSICIAN
Dr. J. B. COLE

'lived in preference to the hotel. In-

OSTEOPATHIC

“Your soclety has not corrupted me, stead he took a brisk turn about the |

Mr. Wall,” he sald sweetly. “] am not
a blackmailer, I am simply a public-
ity man, I'm working on a salary
which Lord Harrowby—the real Lord
Harrowby—Iis to pay me

cessfully in publicity campaigns pri- |
ma donnas, pills, erasers, perfumes,
holding companles, race horses, soups
and soclety leaders. It  isn’y likely
that I shal] fall down on this proposi-
tion. For the last time, Mr. Allan
Harrowby, will you see your brother®"

“lord Harrowby, if 1 were you—"

“My dear fellow.” His lordship |
raised one slim hand. “It is quite im-
possible.  Which, I take it, terminates

“Yes,” said Mr. Trimmer,
thing.

rising,
Our young

grant my request, is giving a correct
imitation of a wise head on youthful
shoulders. He's an American, and he
knows about me—about Henry Trim-
mer., | guess you never heard, Mr.
Harrowby, what [ did for Cotrell's Ink
Eraser—"

“Come on,"” said Mr. Wall militantly,
“erase yourself.”

“For the moment, [ will,” smiled
Mr. Trimmer. “But 1 warn you, Mr.
Harrowby, you are going to be sorry.

' You aren’t up against any piker ip

publicity—no siree. That little sand-
wichboard stunt of mine last night
was just a starter.
the public into partnership. Put it |
up to the people—that's my motto.”

“Good day, esir,” snapped Lord
Harrowby.

“Put it up to the people. And when
I pull off the little trick I thought of
this morning, you're going to get
down before me on your noble knees,
and beg off. 1 warn you. Good day,
gentlemen. And may | add one sim-
ple request on parting? Wateh Trim-
mer:"”

He went out, slamming the door be-
hind him. Mr. Wall rose and walked
rapidly toward a decanter.

“Rather tough on you, Lord Har-
rowby, “he remarked, pouring him-
self a drink. “Especially just now, The
fresh bounder! Ought to have been
kicked out of the room.”

“An impostor.” snorted Harrowby.
“A rank impostor.”

"Or course.” Mr, Wall set down his
glass. “But don’t worry. If Trimme:r
gets too obstreperous, Il take care of
him myself. 1 guess 1'll be going back
to the yachtr”

After Wall's departure, Minot ana
Harrowby sat staring at each other
for a long wmnoment.

“See here, your lordship,” sald Mi-
not at last. “You know why I'm Ie |
San Marco. That wedding next Tues-
day must take place without fail. And

I can’t say that | approve of your ac- [E%
, tion just now—"

“My dear boy,” Harrowby
rupted soothingly, “1 appreclate your
position. But there was nothing to
be gained by seeing Mr. Trimmer's
friend. The Meyricks were distressed,
naturally, by that ridiculous sand-
wich-board affair last evening, but
they have made no move to call off
the wedding on account of it. The
best thing to do, I'm sure, is to let|
matters take their course. I might be |
able to prove thet chap’s claims false
—and then again I mightn't, even if
1 knew they were false. And—thers
is a third possibility.”

“What is that?”

“He might really be—George.”

“But you said your brother died,
twelve years ago.”

“That is what we heard. But—one
can not be sure, And, delighted as |
should be to know that George is alive,
naturally 1 should prefer to know it
after next Tuesday."

Anger surged into Minot's heart.

“Is that fair to the young lady
who—"

“Who is to become my wife?” Lord
Harrowby waved his hana. “It Is |
Miss Meyrick is not marrying me ror‘
my title, As for her father and aunt. |
I can not be so sure. I want no dis- |
turbance. You want none. | am sure
it is better to let things take their/
course.” ’

“All right,” said Minot. “Only | in»i

]

tend to do every thing in my power (0
“My dear chap—your cause is |
mine,” answered his lordship.
Minot returned to the narrow con-
fines of his room. On the bureau, |

| where he had thrown it earlier in thei

when he
I've handled sue- |

| ing home from the East via the Indian

I'm going to take |and with the eye of a connoisseur

inter- | §

| spacious lobby of the De la Pax.

People turned to look at him as he
passed. They noted that his large, |

placid, rather jovial face was lighted |
by an eve sharp and queer, and a bit
out of place amid its surroundings, |
Mr. Wall cousidered himself the true
cosmopaolite, and his history rathe:
bore out the boast. Many and odd
were the lands that had known him, '
He had loaned money to a prince of |
Algiers  (on  excellent security |, |

broken bread with a sultan, orgas- | BUT wﬂv RUN T"E RISK?

g i ) We will gladly put your valuable
ized a baseball nine in Cuba. and com (| articles In our vault and they'll be

wife when you return.

“Just a Part of our Service”

the Mice Will Play”

It's an okl saying, snd ls sadly
troe somethmes, g when you
for n few days, sowe little
monse (in the form of a burgler)
may pluy with your valusbles and

when you return thes 'l be gone,

hecives

ports, had flirted on shipboard with
the wife of a Russian grand duke. As
he passed through that cool lobby ir

Rooms 4 and 5 Hayden B
* : Office hours 910 12_1- 30 ,E’{ 8
iContinued in tomorrow’s Issue) b
“While the Cat’'s Away- S

Did you ever e the diamonds “‘

keep in thar vault?
Hight now we will
9 prive that means o

awent.

-

Akl ¥You oue s
il lnvesp

was not to be wondered at that middle

west merchant and their wives found

————

him worthy of a second glance.

The courtyard of the Hotel de la
Pax was fringed by a series of modish
shops, with doors opening both on the
courtvard and on the narrow street
outside. Among these, occupying a
corner room was the very smart jewel
shop of Ostby and Blake., Occasion-
ally in the winter resoris of the South
one may find jewelry shops whosze
stock would bear favorably compet:-
tion with Fifth Avenue. Ostby and
Blake conducted such an esl'ahlish-
ment.

For a moment before the show-wii-
dow of this shop Mr. Wall paused

studied the brilliant display within.
His whole manner changed. The air
of boredom with which he had sur-
veyed his fellow travelers of the lobby
disappeared; on the instant he was
alert, alive, almost eager. Jauntily he
strolled into the store.

One clerk only—a tall thin mar
with a sallow complexion and hair the
color of a lemon—was in charge. Nr.
Wall asked to be shown the stock of
unset diamonds.

The trays that the man set oefore
him caused the eves of Mr. Well to
brighten still more. With a manner
almost reverent he stooped over and

MORRIS BROTHERS
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passed his fingers lovingly aver tle
stones. For an instant the tall man
glanced outside, and smiled u sallow
smile. A little girl in a pink dress was
crossing the street, and it was at Dhev
that he smiled.

“There's a flaw in that stone,

-
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Palm Beach Suits
(This week)
$8 to $12 values at

Yee Sing

will eall for your

Laundry |

12 S. Tth. Phone 745

SHOE REPAIRING

Hurry! If You Want To Get The
Greatest Advantage From Our

Clearance of Fashion-
able Spring Apparel!

There is certain to be much Spring apparel here that
you need. And even if all your needs are supplied, it
would pay you handsomely 1o purchase now the apparel
with which to start next season. It's safe to assume that
theapparel we're now offering for such small sums will
cost you fully twice as much next season,

Suits, coats, dresses, waists, skins, raincoats and
children's dresses are all included in the sweeping re-
ductions now in force, and urequaled values are offered
in every line. Assortments are fairly comprehensive
and a hroad chwice is offered.

Don’t Delay If You Wish To Share In
These Truly Phenomenal Values—

Special in Black

Lawn Waists.

1 Lot Worth $1.00, now .. .. 50¢
1 Lot Worth $1.50, now . . . . 89¢
For ladies who wear high neck, long sleeve
waists these are most desirable and the sizes
run from 34 to 44,

$7.

: Pres-

(G loen T S Hadson S |y ey an tavitation to dine that
[ LY Bandy, Jr, %‘lﬂdﬂg night with Mrs. Bruce. Thus was
D Bosen: | Jack Paddock’s hand shown. The
lead | dinner was to be in Miss Meyrick's |
W. Halley. honor, and Mr. Minot was not sorry he
| was to go. He took up the invitation
o il and reread it smilingly. So he was to
hear Mrs. Bruce at her own table—
____ "|the wittiest hostess in San Marco—
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_l'hom:_lv:_t_uu. 55: News, 274 was in the sir. Mr, Minot lay down'

Office : Virginla Bullding.

Entered at the postofice, Columbia, Mo,
as mo oud-class mail.

tﬁuhuwlptlo_l;i!ul:-i;r. $210; moath. | ., pig bed. A hundred thoughts were |
centa; copy, Esventa. = -

Silk Waist Special
Embracing all colors and assorted sizes, form-
erly $4.50 to $6.0(, June Clearance Special,

$1.69

3 White Serge Suits
Going at

90 each

These were formerly $25.00 and
$35.00 suits of white serge—light
weight for summer wear.

Your choice now

$7.50
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STRAWN-NEATE D. G. CO.

(STRAWN-HOLLAND )
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